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"Wait until you hear him sing. He is still very young, but his voice, well, no one will complain their ears bleed 


like they do when Kai sings!" 


Kai forced a smile on his face at the laughter from the other three. He didn't sing that bad though, really. He 


had never heard anyone complain their ears actually bled anyway. 


"So | will bring him tomorrow and you can hear him." Weiki cocked his head at Kai. "You are right with this 
idea?" 


Kai shrugged. "If he is singing | am better able to play." 


Weiki nodded. "That is why! And you are not a bad singer but..." 


"But you are not a good one either!" Ingo piped up from behind the drums, setting the other two off again 
Kai's laughter was forced, unwilling to let the other three see how unhappy he really was with this. Not 
unhappy really, just, did they have to make him sound so bad? The kids didn't complain, they seemed to like his 
singing, or at least they sang along. And a kid? Seventeen years old? The little bastard probably didn't even 
shave yet! Or have any hair on his balls! Realizing they were all looking at him, Kai blushed, cursing his fair skin 
for giving away the fact he was turning bright pink. 

"So, same time tomorrow?" 


Kai nodded. quickly packing up his guitar and making his escape. 


Determined to be friendly and think only of the good of the band, Kai watched as Michael entered the room 
with a slender blonde in tow, the kid looking, well, every bit a kid. 


"This is Michael Kiske. And that is Markus Grosskopf on bass, Ingo Schwichtenberg on drums and Kai Hansen, 
he plays guitar and has been the one who sang. So, should we do this?" 


An hour later Kai had to admit the kid was good. Damn good. And he could see him onstage at the front of the 
band, he'd even look good. But why the fuck did Weiki, Markus and Ingo have to act like he was the second 
coming of God or something? And why did the kid have to keep coming over and leaning on him like he was his 
best friend? No, wait, his best friend was the one who thought he couldn't sing good enough. His best friend 
was standing there grinning like a large child who had opened the best present in the world. His best friend was 
having more fun playing with the kid than he had been lately with him. His best friend... 

The sick sound from the guitar in his hands made everyone flinch and stop, Kai shrugging at their stunned 
expressions. "String broke." Turning away, he rummaged through his bag looking for another string, tensing 
when Weiki crouched next to him. 

"What is wrong with you? You are beating on the guitar like you want to beat on someone." 

"Nothing is wrong. | am just able to concentrate on what | am playing since | no longer have to sing." 

Weiki grinned and nudged his shoulder. "If you play like that we will go broke just paying for new strings." 

Kai snorted. "Could you move those skinny things you call legs out of my way and let me fix this?” 


Weiki looked hurt for a moment. "Are you sure you are good?" 


Fine. Are you coming over tonight?" 


"I thought | would spend time with Michi showing him things with the different songs. But you go home and 


rest, maybe you are becoming sick" 


Kai ground his teeth, not saying anything as Weiki stood and went back to fawning over the kid. Rest. Right. Kai 


suddenly couldn't wait to get out of rehearsal and find himself a nice beer. Several of them in fact. 


Kai slammed open he door of his apartment, not even bothering to remove his jacket before flinging himself 
down on the couch and sticking out his lip. In fact, if he thought it would do any good he would have a full 
blown temper tantrum, complete with kicking feet and screaming. But since no one was here to notice, why 


bother? 


Getting to his feet, he kicked the coffee table, swearing loudly as the pain shot up his leg. Hopping on one foot, 
he headed for the fridge, opening the door and rummaging around until he found the beer behind several 
rather scary looking containers of what was once possibly food. Grabbing one, he started to shut the door and 
then thought better of it, reaching back in and tucking several under his arm before going back to his corner 
of the couch. 


Opening the first of what he had decided would be many, he let his mind wander back to the rehearsal, feeling 
the anger rise again, starting out in his belly and creeping up until he was grinding it in his teeth. 


Fine. Getting sick, right. A long drink. Well, if they wanted this kid so badly maybe they should ask if he played 
guitar! Another drink. Then he could just fake over! One more drink. And then Weiki could hang out with him! This 
time when Kai tipped up his beer he was surprised to find it empty. Setting it on the table he opened the 
second, brooding and drinking, getting up only to find another one when his supply ran out and to make an 


occasional unsteady trip to make room for more. 
y Trip 


It was during one of those trips, as he stood with his dick in his hand, that Kai found himself going from 
annoyed to angry. Stuffing himself back in his pants, he staggered into the bedroom and grabbed the phone, 
holding it within inches of his face as he dialed Weiki's number. The answering machine picked up, making him 
curse and slam the receiver down, staring at the inanimate object as if it was a personal affront that the man 


he wanted to tell off in no uncertain terms wasn't home. 


Stumbling back to the kitchen, he retrieved the last of the beer and bounced his way down the hall and flopped 
on the bed, setting the phone on his stomach and calling Weiki every few minutes as he drank another beer. 
Now he wasn't angry, he was furious and he intended to let that skinny legged giant spider armed bastard 


know it as Soon as... 


Kai yelped, spilling his beer and nearly leaping from the bed when the phone rang. Snatching the receiver out of 
the cradle he fumbled it to his ear. 


"Jal" 

"Kai." 

Kai struggled to sit up. "Markus! | was jus’ gonna call you!" 

Markus laughed. "You do not sound as if you could call much of anyone right now." 
"Hal Ish what you think!" 

"Kai, what's wrong? Is it because of..?" 

"lim sick of it! Someone needsh to smack some sensh into him an’ l'm gonna do it!" 
Markus fought back the laugh. "Who, Kai?" 

"Tha tall skinny dickhead! Y'know! Weikil" 

"Weik? What did he do?" 

"He pished me off! I'm gonna go kick his ash!" 

"Kai, how are you gonna." 

"Ash soon ash I'm done thish beer!" 

Markus winced as the phone was hung up after many loud attempts to find the cradle for the receiver. 


Sighing, he grabbed his jacket and headed out the door. As funny as the thought was, he really didn't want to 
see Kai get his ass handed to him by a pissed off Weiki. 


Markus took a deep breath before he knocked on the door of Kai's apartment, laughing when he heard the 
unmistakable sounds of a body crashing into walls before the door was flung open, a very drunk and obviously 


confused Kai standing there. 
"Markush! What're you doin’ here?" 


Markus rolled his eyes, stepping past Kai into the apartment. "What am | doing here? Why do you think I'm 


here?" 


Kai shrugged, shutting the door and grabbing the side of the bag Markus was carrying, crowing in delight when 


he saw what was in it. "You brought ush beer! Ish good, cause someone drank all mine." 


| think you drank it Kai." Markus handed him one, setting another down on the table and then going to set the 
rest in the fridge. Coming back into the room, he stared at Kai, now comfortably stretched out on the couch, 
watching the television. 

"Markush! Come sit! We should have a beer and talk about.shtuff.." 

"So you aren't mad at Weiki anymore?" Markus sat on the chair opposite Kai. "Not still wanting to kick his ass?" 
Kai frowned. "I love Weiki. Why would |..." 

Markus groaned as Kai's face darkened. "Should have kept my big mouth quiet" 

Kai pushed himself to his feet and stood swaying. "That dick! I'm gonna kick his ash!" Stubbing his toe on the 
coffee table on his way by, Kai yipped and cursed, limping down the hall toward his bedroom. Markus sighed, 
getting up and following, standing in the doorway as Kai dialed the phone. "Weiki! Anshwer me! Damn shtill not 
home. I'm jus’ gonna go wait for him and then kick hish ash!" 

Markus shook his head. blocking the door. "No Kai, you're not going." 

Kai drew himself up, glaring at Markus. "Yesh | am! Now mooff!" 

Markus bit his lip, trying to keep from making the situation worse by laughing. "No, l'm staying right here." 
"Ill kick your ash too!" 

Markus crossed his arms over his chest. "| do not think you can" 


"Well, I'm gonna kick Weiki's sho mooff!" 


Markus snorted. "If you plan to kick Weiki's ass you had better take a chair to stand on or you will not be able 


to reach it" 

Kai looked highly offended. "Are you shayin' lm short?" 

Markus nodded. "You are short." 

"That'sh it! I'm kickin’ your ash!" 

Kai waded in, fists flying. Markus burst out laughing, reaching out with one hand and placing his palm on Kai's 


forehead, holding him back the length of his arm as Kai swung wildly, unable to reach the tall bassist. Markus 
let him swing until Kai was panting for breath before giving him a gentle push back. 


"Are you finished?" 


Kai shook his head, trying to pull his shirt over his head and getting it stuck on his nose, swearing as he 
staggered into the wall. Finally pulling it free he glared at Markus. "Now, mooff and lemme go!" 


Markus sighed and shook his head. "No. You are not going." 


Kai made a run for it, trying to dive between Markus’ legs. He didn't make it, his shoulder hitting Markus thigh 
and the top of his head nailing Markus square in the crotch. 


The bassist roared, doubling over and grabbing his balls, cursing at the top of his lungs, tears of pain filling his 
eyes. 


Kai rolled over on the floor and looked up at him, eyes wide. "Uh oh." 


Markus snarled, anger and pain twisting his face into a grimace. Kai grinned, the expression looking quite funny 
to his beer sodden brain, sitting up and scooting back on his arse. Markus took a step toward him, groaning at 
the pain, reaching out and grabbing Kai and lifting him straight off the floor. 


Kai yelped, eyes wide. "Markush! It wash an acshident!" 


Markus didn't answer, simply carrying Kai across the room and flinging him onto the bed. "Don't move!" 


Groaning, Markus dropped down to sit on the bed, gently rubbing his aching balls. 


Kai managed to sit still for all of a minute before he started muttering. "Thish ish all Weiki's fault! If he did not 
need hish ash kicked | would never have hurt your ballsh! Now | am really gonna kick hish ash!" With renewed 


determination, Kai started to get off the bed. 
A hand shot out and grabbed the back of his jeans, yanking him back onto the bed. "| said do not move!" 
Kai flipped him the finger and ducked and slid from the bed, running for the door. 


Markus really wished someone had been able to take a picture, the sight had to be funnier than the time Kai 
had to wear a pair of Weiki's jeans and the legs were so long some woman on the train had asked why his legs 
had been cut off. Kai ricocheting off the walls, banging back and forth like a tennis ball, and him trying to take 
a step longer than a baby while still clutching his aching balls. 


Markus finally caught him when he stopped to put on his jacket, ending up tangled in the material to the point 
he couldn't move his arms. Grabbing him around the waist, Markus peeled the restrictive coat from his arms 
and picked him up again, carrying him back down the hall and tossing him back on the bed, this time climbing 
up on it as well and straddling him, cursing loudly as the pain knifed through him when he spread his legs. 


"Now, do not fucking move." 


Deciding Markus was serious, Kai didn't move, even when the sight of Markus slowly rubbing his balls right in 
front of his face made his cock stir in his jeans, wanting to be rubbed as well. Tilting his head, Kai laid his arm 


over Markus’ thigh. 


Markus looked down at him, stopping his rubbing and crossing his arms over his chest. "Whatever you are 
thinking Kai, forget it, You are not going anywhere." 


Kai shook his head. "I washn't thinkin’ of goin’ anywhere. | wash thinkin’ since it wash my fault | should do that." 
Markus frowned. "Do what?" 

"Thish." Markus looked stunned, dropping his head to watch as Kai's hand began to carefully stroke his balls. 
"Kai, what are you doing?" 

Kai grinned. "I'm makin’ them feel better." 


Markus grinned, shifting his weight back a bit to give Kai a better angle. "Well it is working. But it is also 
making my dick hard." 


Kai giggled. "I can tell" He suddenly frowned, looking up at Markus. "Markush? Have you ever..y'know?" 

Markus blushed. "Some. Some kissing and wanking. Have you?" 

Kai nodded. "Me too. Did you wanna do more?" 

Markus raised an eyebrow. "Did you?" 

Kai nodded. "Can | shuck your dick?" 

Markus groaned. "Kai, you are drunk. It would not be right to take advantage of you." 

"Ge' up." Markus moved off of Kai's chest, watching as the redhead slid from the bed and headed for the 
bathroom. Curious, Markus followed him, stopping outside the door and watching with wide eyes when Kai stuck 
his fingers down his throat and made himself sick, retching into the toilet until with a final heave, he reached 
for the handle and flushed it, turning to the sink and splashing cold water on his face before grabbing his 
toothbrush and scrubbing his teeth quickly. Done, he rinsed his mouth and put the toothbrush away, turning 
to face Markus. 


"| am not so drunk now. And | still want to suck your dick." 


"Kai, maybe it is better if | leave." Markus stepped back, fully intending to walk out of the apartment despite 


the fact his dick was telling him it would much prefer to stay thank you very much. Matters were taken out 
of his hands when Kai threw his body against Markus, knocking him back into the wall. Jokes aside about Kai's 
little hands, Markus couldn't deny they were quite coordinated and quick; before he could even complain about 


his head hitting the plaster his jeans were undone and Kai had his hand wrapped around his shaft. 


Kai stroked him slowly, the rough calluses dragging over the soft skin, Markus groaning quietly and thrusting 
forward into Kai's hand. It was always a shock to find the different ways one could be wanked; whereas Markus 
usually did a combination of strokes and twists, Kai seemed to favor long, lazy pumps with plenty of head play. 
Markus tried to leave, fully intending not to take advantage of Kai, but when he was tugged toward the 
bedroom by that firm grip on his cock he found himself following without protest. 


Letting go of Markus’ cock, Kai pushed his shirt up, Markus giving in to the demands of those strong hands 
that were now teasing over his chest, finding his nipples and rolling them slowly, Tugging his shirt over his 
head he groaned when Kai replaced his fingers with his hot, wet tongue, lapping the bud before covering it with 
his mouth and sucking. "Kai, it really would be better if you stopped before you do something you will be sorry 


for later." 


Kai stopped long enough to grin up at Markus, his hands pushing the tight jeans down over Markus’ hips and 
sinking to his knees as he tugged them down his legs. Knowing that short of tying Kai to the bed and making 
his escape that way nothing was going to stop him Markus gave in and entered wholeheartedly into the 
experience, toeing off his shoes and lifting one leg at a time for Kai to strip him of jeans and socks. Pulling his 
shirt over his head, Markus leaned back against the wall, closing his eyes and groaning when Kai's hands drifted 
up his legs. 


Getting his first good look at Markus’ cock, Kai had a moment of awe followed by a heartfelt thanks to 
whatever was responsible for making Markus receptive to this idea He'd had his eye on the happy go lucky 
bassist for a while, and he was going to take full advantage of this opportunity even if he wasn't able to walk 
for a week. A month, A year. Hell, if he had to spend the rest of his life sitting on one of those funny cushions 


with a hole in the middle and riding in a wheelchair he was going to... 
A chuckle from Markus interrupted his musings. "Are you going to suck it or just stare at it?" 


Kai popped to his feet, grabbing Markus’ hand and dragging him to the bed. "| am going to look at it, suck it, 
wank it and then you are going to fuck me with it!" 


Markus could do nothing but laugh, letting Kai push him onto the bed and watching as the short redhead 


quickly stripped, wiggling to get his circulation cutting jeans off. Kai scrambled up onto the bed next to him. 
cocking his head to the side and looking confused by the look on Markus’ face. "What is wrong?" 


Markus shrugged, tucking his hands behind his head. "Kai, what about the band? Are you not afraid..2" 


Kai snorted. "I do not plan on giving you blowjobs while we are playing Markus. | can be.how you 


say..de..nein.die..nein..not obvious." 


"Ja, not obvious like a red flag in front of a cow." 

"Bull" Kai bent over and wrapped short fingers around the thick shaft. 
"Bull what?" 

Markus hissed; Kai had started those long, lazy pumps again. 

"Red flag in front of a bull, not a cow." 

"Kai." 

"Hmmm?" 

"Shut up and suck" 

So Kai did. 


Some corner of Markus' brain had been sure when it came down to it Kai would give him one of those gamin 
grins and tell him he was just joking. The rasp of his tongue over the tip of Markus' cock finally convinced that 
corner this was real, the heat of his breath drifting over the head said this was happening and the soft 
suction when he took it into his mouth told him that, new to it or not, Kai was damn good at it. Markus took 
his hands from behind his head and tangled them in Kai's hair, slow rolls of his hips pushing his cock up to 


meet Kai's mouth. 


Kai decided at the first taste of Markus' cock he had made the right choice. The spongy feel of the head, the 
heat and hardness wrapped in skin so soft that he could feel it glide over his tongue, the bumps and veins and 
ridges passing through his lips. Casting his mind, which for having had so much beer not too long before was 
now crystal clear and working well thank you very much, he thought back to everything that had ever given 
him pleasure from a mouth wrapped around his cock and he proceeded to demonstrate them on the long, thick 


shaft that moved in and out of his mouth. 


Lapping, licking, curling his tongue around, suck a little harder on the downstroke, ease off just a bit when he 
slid back up. Fingers cupping the full sac holding Markus’ balls, massaging and stroking, rubbing over the skin 

and even playfully bouncing them in his palm. Stop with just the head in his mouth, try to push the tip of his 
tongue in that little slit, grin as Markus groans and shift, his hips thrusting with a bit more urgency. 


So lost in the enjoyment of the taste and feel of the cock in his mouth, Kai was shocked when Markus bodily 
lifted him away. Breathing hard, his cock glistening with spit and precum and so hard it was nearly brushing his 


stomach, Markus gave him a shaky grin. "Enough, or you make me come." 


Kai shook his head vigorously. "Next time. Now, you fuck me?" 


Markus nodded. "Ja, now | fuck you." 

For the first time Kai looked unsure. "Will it fit?" 

Markus snorted. "We make it fit." 

Kai yelped. "I think something little first or that will hurt" 


Markus held up a finger, grinning. Kai nodded, laughing as he rolled over and grabbed the backs of his thighs, 
pulling his legs up. Markus sat up and climbed over between Kai's legs, sticking his finger in his mouth the wet 
it and then pushing it slowly inside of Kai, frowning when Kai's eyes flew open and he moaned. "Does it hurt?" 


"Not hurt, like a burn but feels..mein Gott!" 


Markus had curled his finger, pushing against a bump inside. Grinning, Markus did it again, watching as the 
strong body writhed and bucked. Taking Kai's cock in his hand, Markus wanked him with short hard strokes, 
pulling his finger out and spitting on it, this time pushing two inside, Kai moaning and rolling his hips up further, 


panting as Markus moved his fingers in and out. 


Twisting and curling them inside the tight passage, Markus spread the ring open a little more, adding a third 
finger, unsure if the gasps and moans from Kai were pleasure or pain, but from the precum oozing steadily 
from the slit in his cock and the grasping contractions around his fingers he was leaning toward the pleasure 
side. Markus’ own cock was aching, wanting inside that hole, so with a final curl of his fingers Markus slid them 


free, scooting closer and putting the head of his cock against Kai's ass. 


Kai's eyes were hooded, his lower lip caught in his teeth as he moaned, the flared head of Markus’ cock forcing 
the muscle to spread as he pushed it inside. A groan came from somewhere deep in Markus’ chest; tight was 
not the word to describe the way Kai's ass wrapped around his cock as it descended into his hole. 


Kai thought his ass would split in half, the seemingly endless shaft going into him forever until he felt the wiry 
hair of Markus’ crotch against his skin, the heavy balls nestled in the crack of his ass. A long shaky groan 
tore from his throat when Markus withdrew, a rush of air pushed out when he thrust in again. 


Slow careful thrusts, Markus’ hand teasing Kai's cock as he fucked him, Kai's legs wrapped around his waist 
and holding on for dear life as the pace and strength of the pounding into his ass increased, sweat running 
down flushed skin, grunts and moans and slapping flesh growing in volume as Markus fucked him harder. 
Markus bent over Kai, kissing him hard, tongues frantic and demanding, the smooth motions becoming short 
hard jabs. Kai cried out, arching his entire body off the bed, thick wet heat splashing between them, Markus 


bellowing and slamming his hips forward and filling Kai's ass with his seed. 


Panting, Markus pulled his softening cock from Kai, hearing him whimper, flopping down beside him on the bed. 
Kai rolled onto his side, laying his head on Markus’ chest. Waiting for their vision to clear and their hearts to 


slow, Markus wrapped an arm around Kai and held him to his side, feeling him shiver as the cooler air drifted 
over his heated skin. Lifting Kai on top of his body, Markus managed to work the blankets out from under 
them and drew them around, closing his eyes and grinning at the soft snore that blew a cool current of air 


over his chest, quickly following Kai into sleep. 


Weiki looked up at Kai when he walked into rehearsal the next day, frowning at the stiff legged way he was 
moving. Going to him, Weiki touched his arm. "What happened?" 


Kai flushed, looking over at Markus through his sunglasses. "Nothing happened. | just did not sleep right." 
Markus coughed, suddenly absorbed in the settings on his amp. 


"Kai, | am glad you are herel" Kai rolled his eyes as the kid bounced over beside them. "I would ask that you 
help me with these songs, Weiki did his best but | would like you to do it since you sang them." 


Kai nodded. "Just let me set up first." 
Michi grinned. "Ok, | will be over there when you are ready." 


Weiki and Kai watched him go over and sit on the tattered couch that was tucked into a corner of the room. 


Kai sighed "He is not so bad" 

Weiki shrugged. "He is good, but he is a kid Maybe you can make him sing with more of a serious side." 

Kai looked up, grinning. "I will try." 

Weiki gave him an around the neck hug. "Do you know what happened to me last night? | went home and there 
was the light blinking on my phone machine and when | listened it sounded like two people fucking. And it 
sounded like it was good. But, was funny. If | did not know any better, | would say it sounded like you and 
Markus." 

Markus choked on whatever was in the cup he had just taken a drink from. Kai was never so glad in his life to 
still be wearing his sunglasses. Weiki grinned and went to pick up his guitar, watching the two of them from 


under his black fringe. He should thank them; he finally had a title for that new song. 


A Tale That Wasn't Right indeed. 


| Want Out! 
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"Kai are you hearing anything that | am saying?" 

Kai looked back at Weiki, the guilt on his face plainly showing his answer. "Ah, something about the new song?" 
Weiki sighed, crossing his arms over his chest, that familiar glare pinning Kai to the back of the couch. 

"Er, a show?" 

Long arms were thrown up in exasperation. 

"The solos?" 

Weiki rolled his eyes. "Which solos?" 


Kai hated it when Weiki did this. He always felt like a two year old caught with the cookies. "For..ok, right, so | 


was not listening." 

Weiki muttered under his breath, getting up and starting to stalk away, spinning back around and pointing his 
finger at Kai, the Weiki Glare now in full effect. "I do not know what is wrong with you, but could you stop 
thinking with your dick and remember the band every little once in a while?" 


Kai stuck his tongue out at the rigid set of Weiki's back as he stormed away. Sometimes he didn't like him 


much. But good, now he was gone and back to... 
Markus. 

Kai grinned, watching the tall bassist as he... 
Wait. 

What was he doing? 


And who was that bleached blonde bimbo? 


And why was Markus bending over to catch every word like she might actually be saying something 


interesting? 

Oh no, and now he was touching her?! Just on the shoulder but..and that was Ais laugh! Not hers! 

Kai fumed, sliding forward onto the edge of the couch so he could tap his foot on the floor. Nothing. They 
didn't even notice. Tap a little harder. Still nothing! Kai was practically stomping his foot when Ingo threw 
himself down next to him. 

"Kai, is your foot gone to sleep?" 


"No, | am practicing my timing." Kai stood up. "And now | am practicing leaving." 


"But what about..2" Ingo snorted as the door slammed behind the angry redhead. "Well, then | think we are done 


with practice." 

"Ingo, was that Kai?" 

Ingo nodded. "It was. He said he was practicing leaving." 

Markus laughed. "He seems to do it good with no practice." 

| think he had a fight with Weiki. He was pretty mad" 

Markus shrugged. "Where is Weiki? If Kai is that mad Weiki will be..." 


"Weiki will be what?" The droll voice matched the bored expression on the tall quitarist's face. "And where is 
Kai? Still sulking?" 


"Nein, he left" 
Weiki rolled his eyes. "Great. Then what is the sense of having practice if no one stays here to have it?" 


Ingo laughed, extending his leg and kicking Weiki's foot. "Does that mean we can go? | have someone waiting." 


Following Ingo's eyes, Weiki gave the small blonde a once over. 
"Might as well. But | do not know what is the problem for Kai." 
"l'm going over there later, | will see." 


Weiki nodded. "Good, Markus. So, tomorrow then?" 


Ingo jumped up. "Tomorrow!" Waving the blonde over, Ingo threw his arm around her shoulders and they walked 


out the door. 


"| will tell Michi." Weiki waved a hand at Markus, going through the other door into the room where Michi was 


waiting. 


Markus scratched his head. Kai had seemed fine when they made plans to meet, and Weiki wasn't mad, so what 
was going on with the fiery redhead? Oh well, he'd find out soon enough. Grabbing his jacket, Markus left, 
deciding where to stop to pick up dinner before heading for Kai's. 


Kai paced through his apartment, one room too small to contain the anger that was seeping out of every pore. 


How dare he! After all, this was the man who had complained when Kai was spending too much time with the 
kid. And he had complained when Kai was spending too much time with Weiki. And he complained when Kai was 
spending too much time with that cute little piece that had moved in down the hall. Well, ok, maybe he had 
reason to complain there cause that ass was pure candy and Kai had been determined to have a piece. Or two. 


Or twenty. 


Wasn't like they had been able to tell everyone about it anyway. And wasn't like Markus wasn't above finding 
himself something warm and willing when Kai wasn't available. And wasn't like they didn't have to act like 
nothing was going on around the rest of the band and it was really starting to get annoying. Ingo and Michi 
were clueless, but Weiki seemed to be dropping little comments that let them know he had a good idea 


something was up and it wasn't the ceiling. 
Kai stopped his pacing, an evil approximation of a smile spreading over his face. Maybe that's what he'd dol 
Wonder how Markus would feel to walk in and find him flirting with the kid? Up against the wall, body right on 


top of his... And Michi wasn't anything bad to look at either, and those jeans showed a nice tight ass and a 
decent package. Although Weiki would probably kill him for messing with the kid. 


A knock on the door stopped Kai's train of thought. He debated for a minute if he should answer it but he had 
a few things he wanted to say to that curly haired too happy hyper clumsy oaf who... 


Kai opened the door and smiled sweetly at Markus. "| was starting to decide you were not coming!" 

Markus felt an unexplainable tendril of worry snake up his spine. For as pissed off as Kai had been when he 
left this happily grinning face and cheerful greeting didn't make sense. "I told you | would come." Markus 
stepped past him into the apartment. "I stopped to get something for us to eat" 

Kai shut the door, peeking into the bag. "Smells good but is not what | want." 


Markus raised his eyebrow. "What do you want?" 


Kai plucked the bag from his arms and set it on the table. "You." 


Markus grinned, holding open his arms. Kai giggled and approached him, waiting until Markus had shrugged his 
coat off his shoulders and was partially trapped in it before raising a hand and jabbing him in the chest. "You! 
You dick! Flirting with that..that..woman'" 

Markus quickly finished getting out of his coat and tossed it onto the couch. "! was not flirting! That was...” 


"Flirting! You were almost fucking her right there in the floor!" 


Markus laughed, trying to get past the jabbing finger to get a grip on the irate redhead. "Kai, | was just being 
friendly!" 


"Hal If you were any more friendly you would have to be naked!" 

Markus felt his temper starting to slip. "Now, wait Kail She was there...” 

"To suck your dick? To fuck you?" 

"Nein! She was not there for me!" 

"Oh, so she was just there for anyone! Well, she did not seem to be there for mel" 

Markus threw his hands in the air. "I am not going to argue with this Kai!" 

"Oh, so it is not worth arguing with me?" 

"That is not.." Markus crossed his arms over his chest, scowling down at him. "I am going home." 

Kai threw himself in front of the door. "Nein! You are not leaving until.put me down!" Kai kicked and squirmed 
when Markus picked him up, grabbing handfuls of hair and hanging on when Markus tried to move him out of 
the way. Markus cursed, holding the squirming body as far away as he could, yelling in pain when a foot landed. 
Deciding to smother him, Markus pulled Kai into his arms, grunting when strong legs wrapped around his waist, 
Kai clinging as if his very life depended on it. 

"Kai, get of fl" 

"You are not leaving! | am not done yelling to youl" 

Markus snarled, the normally happy grin nowhere to be found. "| am done hearing you!" 

Trying to pry Kai off him, he succeeded in getting an arm loose, but had to release the arm to go for a leg, so 


as quickly as he removed one part and let it go to get another the first part reattached. Deciding he needed 
help, Markus staggered down the hall to the bedroom, Kai still clinging to him like a large red haired leech. 


Grabbing several ties from Kai's closest with a short silent thank you to those people who thought Kai would 
need them when he had to get a "real job", Markus pried an arm loose and forced it against the bedpost, 
wrapping the tie around it and knotting it in place. Climbing up on the bed, Kai's legs and one arm still around 
him like a climbing vine, Markus pried the other arm free and tied it as well. 


Kai was starting to get a bit nervous now and wrapped his legs even tighter, his eyes nearly popping from his 
head in his effort to keep Markus from working one loose. Another tie, the foot post this time. The last one 
was easy, and Kai found himself tied spread eagle on the bed. "Markus! Let me up!" Each word was punctuated 


by a hard tug on the restraints. 


Markus slid off the bed and stood beside it with his arms crossed over his chest, grinning. "I think you stay 


right there until you calm down 


Kai cursed. A long litany of words in German, English and a few Markus wasn't sure what language they were, 


if indeed it was one. 


Markus sighed and left the room, Kai's voice raising in volume, now throwing in demands to be let go and just 
where did Markus think he was going he had better get back there right this second or else vile and horrible 
things would happen to him. Markus picked up the bag he had brought, stopping in the kitchen long enough to 
grab silverware and some plates and then headed back to the bedroom, Kai's voice now nearly a screech. 
Setting the bag on the floor next to the bed Markus shook his head, going to the dresser and searching 
through the drawers until he found a rolled up pair of socks. Grabbing another tie he went back to the bed, 
waiting until Kai was in mid scream and stuffing the socks into his mouth, quickly wrapping the tie around his 


head and tying it snugly. 


Kai's eyes were nearly popped out of their sockets, the screaming now a muffled garble of sounds. Markus sat 
on the bed next to him, setting a plate on his lap and leaning over to root through the bag until he found what 
he wanted. Stealing a pillow from under Kai's head he tucked it behind his back, opening the container and filling 
his plate. Setting the container on the table next to the bed, he snapped his fingers and got up from the bed, 
crossing the room to the small television and turning it on, flipping through the channels until he found 
something that looked promising. Adjusting the volume, he walked back to the bed and made himself 
comfortable, grabbing a fork and leaning back and starting to eat. 


Kai was nearly purple with rage, sweat and tears rolling down his face and dripping into the fan of hair spread 
out behind his head, ineffectually kicking his feet and yelling, until finally he flopped back onto the mattress, 
exhausted. Markus ignored him, steadily eating his food and watching the TV. 


The phone rang, startling both of them. Markus looked at Kai and grinned. "Should | get that since you are tied 
up at this time?" Kai glared, chewing on the gag as Markus picked up the phone. "Ja?" 


"Weikil" Kai rolled his eyes. "Nein, he's a little tied up right now." Kai winced. "Ah, | am not sure. Depends on if 
he can learn how to not be an ass. Ja, ja. | like it. In fact.." Markus set his plate on the bedside table, 


concentrating on his phone conversation. Kai groaned; just what he needed, Weiki and Markus off and talking 
about the new songs. Sighing, he settled himself in for a long wait. 


Markus noticed Kai had closed his eyes and resigned himself to waiting. In fact, he almost looked as if he was 
falling asleep. Deciding that didn't serve the whole purpose of tying him to the bed, Markus switched the phone 
to his other ear and began running his finger up Kai's leg, dipping it between and rubbing the inside of his thigh 
and letting the heel of his hand nudge his balls. 


Kai's eyes flew open, his eyes pleading with Markus, his body twisting under the searching fingers. "Ja Weiki, | 
think it would be good. Nein, he is still tied" Markus laughed, his finger now tracing Kai's cock through his jeans. 
"Ja, he is. He was being bossy and thinking he was telling me what | could do so | tied him up." Kai groaned, he 
could hear that smug bastard laughing on the other end of the phone. "Maybe. If he is good | will think about 
it. | will tell him" Markus hung up the phone and grinned at Kai. "Weiki said to tell you one day you will learn 
you are not as big as you think" 


Kai struggled against his bonds, cursing Weiki and Markus, in fact cursing anyone who thought they were big 
enough to.he suddenly stopped, groaning, when Markus’ hand slipped inside his jeans. He had been so busy 
cursing the world he hadn't noticed the button and zipper being opened and the unexpected touch at the base 
of his shaft was both arousing and a little frightening. Markus slid his body down the bed to lie next to him, 
his hand still rubbing his cock, the tight jeans making it difficult to get his hand fully around it. 


| should have taken your clothes before | tied you. But | did not, so now | must get them off without undoing 
the ties." Much to Kai's disappointment, Markus removed his hand and got up from the bed. "I will be back." Kai 
watched as Markus left the room, his cock half hard under the denim, his heart pounding. Markus had no 
intention of untying him, and again that brought a surge of excitement as well as a shiver of fear down his 
spine. He lifted his head when Markus returned, the satisfied grin firmly in place. Stopping at the foot of the 


bed, he removed Kai's shoes and socks. 


"Now, | know you are going to get angry but it is best if you do not move." Markus nearly burst out laughing 
as Kai's eyes went wide before rolling up when he saw the scissors Markus held in his hand. Starting at the 
bottom of the leg, Markus cut up the front of the jeans, amazed that there was no movement or sounds 
from Kai. Material cut all the way up from hem to waist, Markus moved over and did the other leg, lifting the 
denim away once the cut was complete. Getting up on the bed, Markus carefully cut the shirt away as well, 
leaving the pieces Kai was laying on but tossing the others off the side of the bed. 


Kai's body was now fully exposed, his cock fully hard and straining up from the thatch of red hair. Markus 
snorted; apparently the slight danger of having the sharp metal near his crotch touched a darker part of Kai, 
instead of his cock shrinking away it was almost reaching for the thrill. Taking Kai's cock in his hand, he 
squeezed the shaft, watching through narrowed eyes as Kai's body bucked up from the bed. 


An idea popped into Markus’ head. Kai opened his eyes at the wicked chuckle, watching and mumbling a 
complaint around his gag when Markus let go of his cock and stood up. "I am going to untie your hands, but if 
you do not listen to me you will be put back and | will leave you here and call Weiki to come save you." 


Kai shook his head wildly. 


"Good" Markus untied Kai's right hand, leaving the tie attached to his wrist, going around the bed and untying 
his left. Kai sat up, reaching for the knots at his wrists. "Nein!" Kai rolled his eyes but dropped his hands. 
Markus untied his feet, taking Kai's wrist and pulling him off the bed, the remnants of his clothes falling from 
him. Markus grabbed several pillows and led him down the hall. 


Clearing off the table in front of the couch, Markus laid the pillows across it, padding the wood. Kai rolled his 
eyes when Markus pointed. Markus pointed again. Kai ignored him. Markus sighed. Kai studied the wall. 


A sharp slap and Kai was nearly dancing in place, the imprint of Markus' hand showing clearly on the white 
cheek of his ass. Markus took advantage of the distraction, pushing him down over the table on his stomach, 
quickly tying his hands to the legs, keeping his hand on his back to hold him in place while he lashed his ankles 
as well. The position of the ties left Kai with his ass waving in the air, his chest pressed to the pillows. 


Kai heard Markus leave the room, trying without success to stand up, the weight of the table and the 
awkward angle preventing him from lifting it more than an inch or two off the floor. Hearing Markus return, 


he stopped moving and waited. 


"Kai. You have to learn not to be jealous." Kai groaned, Markus was gently stroking his ass, those rough fingers 
smoothing the red spot. "I think you need a lesson" 


Kai's eyes grew wide, his muffled yells making Markus grin 


Kai yelped into the gag, his back arcing into the air as the flat of one of those big hands smacked his ass, 
Markus grinning as he pulled his arm back and spanked him again, moving the placement around until both 
cheeks were bright pink. Kai was squirming and moaning; the slaps were hard enough to sting but cause no real 
pain, his cock getting harder with each until he was humping the pillows, trying to rub himself against the 
softness. Varying the smacks, first giving two or three quick slaps and then single harder ones, Markus’ cock 
was responding as well, so hard it felt as if it would burst through his jeans. 


Kai was in the most sexually charged pain he had ever felt, his ass burning but his cock so hard he felt like he 
could come at any second without any outside stimulation. It didn't help when Markus began rubbing his ass in 

between hits, dipping his fingers into the cleft and teasing the tight pucker as well. Kai was almost grateful for 
the gag, he knew he was begging for more, more of the pleasure, more of the teasing and even more of the 


pain. 


Needing to relieve some of the pressure on his painfully hard cock, Markus opened his jeans, sighing in relief as 
he pulled his cock free, stroking it almost absentmindedly as he kept up the teasing of Kai's ass. Moving closer, 
he gripped the base of his cock and began slapping it on Kai's upturned ass, groaning at the contact with the 
hot flesh, precum splattering over Kai's skin as it was flung from the head of his cock with each impact. Kai 
was shaking, trying to push back, frustrated when Markus would move away, his hands wrapped around the 


legs of the table. 


Kai was so close to coming his vision was filled with dancing spots, his balls tight against his body, his cock 
twitching and jerking under him. Markus saw the flush creeping up the pale skin and reached around Kai's hip, 
taking his shaft in hand and circling his thumb and forefinger around the base, giving it a hard squeeze. Kai 


snarled, the hard contraction making his orgasm back down, frustrating him further. 


Even more frustrating was the fact that Markus stopped everything he was doing, leaving Kai wondering what 
would come next. Kai jumped when a cold liquid hit his burning skin, Markus gently smoothing it over the flesh. 
His fingers rubbed it down the cleft of Kai's ass, taking special care to thoroughly wet the ring before 
disappearing again. Kai knew he was still there, he could just see him out of the corner of his eye if he 
strained his neck. Markus walked around him, untying the gag and pulling it from Kai's mouth, slight concern 
showing on his face as Kai worked his jaw, running his tongue around his mouth to try to get some moisture 


back in it. 


Markus’ fingers tangled in his hair, raising his head. Spreading his legs, Markus guided his cock into Kai's mouth, 
throwing his head back and groaning as Kai eagerly sucked it deep, his tongue licking and curling around the 
shaft. Markus thrust his hips, sliding his cock in and out of Kai's mouth, controlling the depth of penetration as 


well as the speed, Kai's position leaving him unable to have any say in the movements of the cock past his lips. 


His cock now slick with spit and precum, Markus slipped it free, laughing when Kai snarled. "Do you want me to 


gag you again?" Kai shook his head. "Then do not be noisy." 


Markus walked back around behind him, pressing the tip of his cock against Kai's hole. "Wait! Markus | am not." 
Markus slapped his ass, making Kai cry out. 


Kai bit his lip as the tip of Markus‘ cock pushed against him, trying to relax himself as the ring spread around 
it. The lotion Markus had smoothed over his skin combined with the precum and saliva was plenty of lube, but 
the ring was still tight, nothing having been used to give it a gradual stretch to be ready for the large 
cockhead now being forced inside. Kai whimpered, his legs shaking at the burning pain that felt as if it was 
splitting him in half, his cock softening slightly until a rough hand wrapped around it, wanking it with slow 


pumps. 


Markus gasped as the head of his cock popped inside, sweat running down his face from the effort of 
breaching the tight hole. He eased some of the shaft in, not wanting to cause any significant pain, pulling back 
to the ridge and then pushing a little deeper, working more of the shaft in each time. Kai was moaning, the pain 
fading and being replaced by the pleasurable fullness he was used to when Markus was inside him, the thick 
cock bumping and rubbing over that place that made his body clench and bright lights go off behind his eyes. 
Finally, Markus was balls deep, the soft denim feeling rough against Kai's tender skin, the open zipper feeling as 


if it indeed had teeth. 


Markus pulled back, leaving the head inside and waited until Kai hissed and pressed back before snapping his 
hips forward to drive the entire length back inside. Kai howled, his body slamming forward, his cock thrusting 


into Markus’ hand. The convulsing grip of Kai's ass around his cock broke Markus‘ control; bending over his 
back he wrapped his other arm around Kai's waist, pulling and teasing his nipples, his hand on Kai's cock 
stroking faster. 


Every hard stab into his ass drove Kai's chest against the table, his ass burning from the inside out, his skin 
raw and red from the earlier spanking now being chafed by the pounding of Markus’ groin. Some part of Kai's 
brain told him that he should be screaming in pain, the sounds coming from his mouth were nothing but 
pleasure, his cock thickening in Markus’ hand, his balls tight and full, his ass grabbing and squeezing and 
clutching, his hands curled so tightly around the legs of the table he thought he might snap them off. 


Markus tried to temper the wild fuck, spurred on by the nearly banshee cries from Kai, his tight ass pounding 
back against Markus, wringing his cock, pulling his seed high in his balls until each stroke could be the last. 

Whit heat curled up his spine, gathering at the back of his head until he lost the last edge of control, slamming 
into Kai with jerky, fast jabs. The heat exploded, tiny pinpricks of light dancing in Markus’ vision, bellowing like a 


bull as he rammed his cock deep, grinding against Kai as he came. 


The wet heat spilling inside him combined with the violent stirring of Markus body against his was the last Kai 
could take, his cock throbbing in Markus' hand, each spasm pulling a thick rope of come from his balls and 
spraying it down onto the pillow, his legs giving out and sending him sprawling down onto the table, crying out 


when Markus’ cock was ripped from inside him. 


Markus staggered, going to the couch and half sitting on it, bending over Kai's shuddering body. "Are you 
alright?" Markus was panting, his cock dribbling the last bit of come onto his jeans. 


Kai lifted his head, his eyes heavy, panting harshly, but a small silly smile on his face. "Ja" 

Markus snorted, reaching down and untying him. "I did not hurt you?" 

Kai nodded, still grinning. "Ja, but not so bad." 

Markus carefully picked Kai up and carried him to the bedroom, laying him on the bed and undressing as 
quickly as he could on still unsteady legs. Crawling in bed next to him, he spooned round Kai. "I will not do that 
again" 

Kai turned his head, still wearing that grin. "Ja, you will” 


Kai grimaced, looking at the plectrum he had just dropped. Casting a silent prayer to the heavens for mercy, 
he carefully bent over, groaning as he tried to capture the little piece of hard plastic without stretching sore 
and aching parts any more than he had to. An amused snort from behind him made him straighten up quickly, 


yelping. 


"Is not funny Weiki, | can only just move." 
Is your own fault Kai." 
| tried to sleep in the chair and | am all stiff!" 


Weiki rolled him eyes, bending his long frame in half and easily picking up the plectrum, handing it to Kai as he 
straightened up. "Was this before or after you were tied up?" 


Kai flushed. "Shut up before everyone will hear!" 

"No one is here yet. And do not forget, we have a meeting before practice." 

Kai cursed, looking unhappily at Weiki. "I will have to sit?" 

"It is that bad?" Weiki actually looked concerned for his friend. 

Kai nodded. "It is." 

"| will be back" 

Kai was puzzled as the lanky guitarist loped out the door. That was rather an abrupt exit, but with Weiki one 
never knew. Voices from outside made him wince, Ingo and Michi were here so time to act as if nothing was 
wrong. Greeting them as they came in the door, Kai blushed when Markus arrived a few minutes later, the 
bassist still looking entirely too smug for his liking. Waiting for Weiki, they killed the time by running through a 
few songs until he poked his head around the door and called them all into the other room for the meeting. 


Setting his guitar on the stand, Kai straggled along behind the rest, wincing with every step. Damn Markus’ 


hands were strong... 

Ingo and Michi were the first into the other room, Ingo bursting into laughter and nearly falling to the floor, 
only his grip on Michi's arm keeping him on his feet. Markus was soon snorting along, great honking laughs that 
made Kai wonder what was so damn funny..or he wondered until he walked through the door. 

Weiki was leaning on the wall, that oh so familiar smug grin on his face, cigarette dangling from his mouth, long 
arms folded over his chest. A chair had been placed in the center of the room, a little sign on the back 
reading "Reserved for Kai". 

And on the seat.. 


One of those special pillows with a hole in it. 


Kai blushed, his face nearly as red as his hair, glaring at Weiki with everything he had. 


Weiki grinned back, Markus and Ingo still howling. 
Michi looked around, confusion on his face. "Did | not see something?" 


Weiki snorted. "I do not think you want to, for | would say it is probably not a pretty picture.’ With a groan, he 
held up his hand. "And if there are pictures, | really do not want to see!" 


Markus winked at Kai. "Well, it would have to be in color for the full effect!" 
Ingo groaned. "Oh, thank you Markus. Now | have this thought in my head!" 
Weiki snorted again, looking at Kai. "Better than this pain in your ass!" 


Kai grit his teeth. Some days, he really didn't like him. 
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"Kai!" 

Kai turned and saw Weiki striding toward him, the ever present smirk on his face and cigarette between his 
fingers. Kai elbowed his way past a small crowd to meet him, grinning up into ice blue eyes. "Damn Weiki, did 
you get longer?" 


Weiki snorted. "Nein Kai, | think you got shorter." 


The two men eyed each other, still a slight coolness between them despite knowing that the mutual respect 
was still strong, and the ties of friendship, though frayed, were still there. 


Kai stuffed his hands in his pockets. "So, where are the rest?" 


"Andi is wandering somewhere, Stefan is | am not sure, Sascha is trying to meet every guitar player here and 


Markus is in the dressing room. You want to come say hello?" 
Weiki grinned at the nonchalant shrug and the attempt to look not really interested. "Ja, sure why not?" 


Markus looked up from the paper he was reading when Weiki came through the door. "Did you..?" A grin split 
the craggy face when he saw who was following, the paper tossed aside as he stood and went to meet the 


short redhead. "Kail" 


Kai found himself enveloped in strong arms, his face buried in a once familiar chest. "Markus! Are you trying 


to smother me?" 


Markus eased his embrace, looking down at Kai with a huge grin on his face, eyes sparkling. "Nein, but | could 


fit you in my pocket" 
Kai smacked his chest, grinning back. "You look good Markus." 


Weiki cleared his throat. "I will leave you two to catch... 


Markus shook his head, curls dancing in a way that made Kai's fingers itch to catch them. "I have to go, but | 


will see you later onstage, ja?" 
Kai nodded, the grin fading as Markus left. "Ja" 


Weiki smothered the smirk that had been on his face watching the two of them. Sighing, he sat down and took 
out a cigarette, offering the pack to Kai. Kai plucked one and leaned down to accept a light before dropping in 


the chair. "| know you two have seen each other, is he like this always?" 

Kai nodded. "He runs away so fast | think he will leave a trail of fire from his feet 
Weiki grinned, blowing a plume of smoke into the air. "He cannot run onstage." 

Kai snorted. "Markus? First | would have to catch him." 


Weiki cocked his head; Kai could almost see the wheels turning behind those ice blue eyes. "What if he though 


you were not interested anymore?" 
Kai chewed on his lip, thinking. "| am not sure." 
Weiki snorted. "Well, do it to him. Ignore him while we play and if he comes run like your feet are burning.” 


Kai's grin nearly split his cheeks. "You do not change, Weiki, you do not change." 


Nothing like being onstage. Playing to thousands of screaming fans, music so loud you can feel it, bass pumping 
through your body like an enormous vibrator..this was what it was all about. And when Kai bounced onstage? 


The crowd went fucking nuts! Helloween plus one, and what a plus. 


Kai almost forgot himself, it would have been so easy just to latch onto Markus but the first time he rubbed 
against the bassist he nearly got dumped on his ass when Markus spun away. Never letting the grin leave his 
face, Kai charged over to Weiki and plastered himself onto him, Weiki laughing and pushing back. The crowd was 
eating it up, the two of them sharing a mic, Weiki holding a beer for him to take a drink, laughing in each 
other's faces..and then lo and behold there was Markus. Shoving in to share the mic with them, pinning Kai 
between him and Weiki, grinning like a loon. Weiki winked at him, moving away, Kai following behind him like he 
was attached at the hip, leaving Markus standing alone. The grin stayed in place, but the eyes looked confused 
as he trailed along behind, finding no room for himself when Kai switched sides, leaning on Weiki's left leg and 
keeping the lanky guitarist between them. 


By the time Kai left the stage Markus was chasing him. Kai had practically humped all the other guys’ legs, and 
incidentally found that Sascha had quite the thigh for humping, but he had only given Markus a couple of grins, 


choosing instead to spend his time practically fawning over Weiki. After changing, Kai made his way to the 
Helloween dressing room to wait for the band, planning on getting a quiet moment with Weiki and asking him to 
continue the charade. Markus didn't want him? Well fine, it was obvious from his antics onstage with Andi that 
someone else was in Kai's place, and he'd be damned if he'd let that big handed, overgrown curly haired oaf of 
a child know it bothered hm. 

Kai was sitting in the same chair when Weiki and Stefan came in, Sascha only a few seconds behind them. Weiki 
arched an eyebrow; Sascha looked like he wasn't sure if he should get within fifteen feet of Kai and Stefan was 
out the door again so fast Kai wasn't sure he'd actually been there. When Andi bounded in with a woebegone 
Markus behind him Kai jumped to his feet and went over and plopped himself right down on Weiki's lap. 

Weiki let out a loud oomph. "Kai, my balls are there. Or | am hoping they still are." 

Kai giggled, casting a quick sideways glance at Markus. "I didn't sit that hard!" 


Andi laughed, dropping into the chair Kai had vacated. "Do not get too comfortable Kai, we have to do an 


interview soon" 
Weiki groaned. "I had forgotten. It is you, me and Sascha?" 


Andi nodded, rolling his eyes at Markus. "Ja, somehow Markus told them he had another thing to do so he 


would not be coming." 


Weiki gave Kai a push. "Get up. | want to get this done." When Kai stood, Weiki rose as well, turning to glare at 
Markus. "And what is it you will be doing?" 


Markus shrugged, taking a seat on end of the arm of the couch. "Doesn't look like | will be doing it now." 
Sascha stretched out his legs, waving a hand at the bassist. "Then you can go!" 


Kai's mind was turning furiously. If everyone left, that gave him a chance to tell Markus... Eyeing the kid, he 


gave him an impish grin. "Then we can get better known!" 


Weiki choked on his water. "You had better come Sascha, when Kai says that you will find yourself better 


known than you want." 
Kai glared at the leggy guitarist. "I can tell him how hard it is to put up with you." 


Sascha grumbled as he climbed to his feet. "I am coming. Not to offense you Kai, but my leg already knows 
you enough.” Sascha did grin, taking the sting from his words, Andi and Weiki laughing as the three left. 


The door was barely closed behind them when Kai was on his feet, stalking over to stand in front of Markus. 


"So, where will you run now?" 


Markus shrugged. "I was not running." 

"You ran from me when we played! Did not want your Andi to think anything?" 

Markus rolled his eyes. "He is not my Andi." 

Kai snorted. "And this is why you stick your tongue down his throat?" 

Markus cocked his head, the familiar slow grin spreading over his face. "You are jealous." 

Kai huffed. "Am not." 

Markus reached out and put his hand on Kai's hip. "Are. Kai is jealllllousss." 

Kai felt a jolt of lust up his spine at the touch, curling around and spreading when Markus’ thumb began a 
slow rubbing. "Why should | be?" The boredom in his voice belying the flush of heat in his veins, Kai stared 


into Markus’ eyes, the sleepy blue-grey gaze sucking the air from his lungs. 


Markus pinched a handful of Kai's shirt, pulling him closer until he felt the press of Markus’ thighs on the 


outside of his. "Do you remember what we would do before? After a show?" 


Kai swallowed hard, trying to keep his face schooled in that mask of aloofness. "It is a long time ago. We did 


lots of things." 


Markus’ hand slid from Kai's hip, following the slow circles of his thumb until it was splayed over his stomach. 


"It still makes your dick hard when you play. Did you think | would not notice?" 

Kai bit back the groan, lifting his shoulders in a nonchalant shrug. "Why would it matter if you did?" 
Markus slid forward, spreading his legs, until his crotch pressed against Kai's. "Come to the hotel with me." 
Kai snorted. "And what will Andi say?" 


Markus raised an eyebrow. "Andi who?" Markus closed his thighs, pulling Kai forward at the same time and 
catching him with his mouth. 


Ok, so he could act like the hand on his hip didn't bother him. And even ignore the strong inner thighs pressed 
against him. Maybe not think too hard -- no pun meant there Kai? -- about the large hand burning into his 
stomach. And the eyes, well, who really needs to breathe? 


But lips? And tongue? And taste? Hal Right, no effect at all -- and after tonight he was joining a monastery. 


Kai toppled Markus onto the couch, falling down with him, hands groping and grasping, tongues battling back and 
forth in a sea of panted breath. Markus rolled them over, both of them crashing to the floor, Kai's legs 
wrapping around him as he rubbed his crotch against Markus’, fingers buried in Markus’ curls. Laughing, 
Markus pushed himself up, Kai's body still wrapped around his. "Not here. Anyone will walk in" 


Kai groaned, reluctantly letting go and watching Markus as he got to his feet. Grabbing his hand, he dragged 
the still laughing giant out the door, yanking him to the line of cars waiting for various bands on the bill 
Uncaring who belonged to what, Kai threw open the first door he came to, shoving Markus into the backseat 


and turning to face the driver. 
"Sir! This is.!" 
Kai held up his hand. "ls an emergency, he is sick and needs his medicine at the hotell" 


The driver hesitated, ducking down to look at the red faced and wheezing man sprawled on the seat. "Ok, I'l 
take you." 


Kai threw the name of the hotel over his shoulder as he dove in, yanking the door shut behind him and 
promptly climbing up Markus. Markus was laughing so hard he could do no more than gasp for breath as Kai's 
lips crashed down on his, continuing the frantic kiss. With a loud groan, Markus peeled Kai off him and pushed 
him back in the seat. 


"Wait. Wait. If | am so sick, how will we explain you sucking my face off?" 
Kai grinned, straddling Markus’ legs. "Mouth to mouth! | am helping you breathe!" 


Markus started laughing again, pushing Kai's hair back from his face and holding him at bay. "| have a better 
place for your mouth to help when we get to the hotel." 


Kai scooted forward until their crotches were pressed together, looping his arms around Markus’ neck. "I think 


| can help that too." 


"I know you can" Markus curled his fingers around Kai's hips, pulling him hard against him, grinding his crotch 
up against Kai's hardon. 


Kai moaned, tilting his head back and offering Markus his throat, sighing happily when a line of sucking nibbles 
wound its way up to his jaw. Neither one of them noticed the car had stopped, or heard the sound of the 
driver's door, starting apart when the back door swung open. Grinning sheepishly, Kai climbed off Markus’ lap 


and slid from the car, waiting for a rather red faced Markus to join him before both headed for the hotel 


door. 


"Medicine my ass." The quiet mutter from the driver sent Kai into a fit of giggles, and when Markus reached 
down and gave his ass a firm squeeze it only made it worse. They hurried through the lobby, hitting the 


button for the elevator and jumping inside, Kai frantically hitting the button to close the doors before anyone 
else could get on As soon as the heavy doors slid shut, he turned and shoved Markus against the wall, 
rubbing his body on him like a large cat, laughing when Markus spread his legs and yanked Kai up against him. 


Too busy with exploring hands and frantic kisses, they never noticed the doors opening on their floor, or the 
ride back down to the lobby. A startled gasp from several throats broke them apart, both red faced and 


laughing as they took in the shocked expressions of several people who were waiting for the elevator. 


"Sorry, all fulll" Laughing, Kai hit the button for their floor again, back in Markus' arms before the doors 
closed. Again the elevator took them up, the doors opening unnoticed as Markus turned them around, pinning 
Kai against the wall and lifting him up, Kai's legs wrapping around him. This time when the door opened in the 
lobby the faces weren't so shocked, in fact they were downright annoyed. 


"Excuse us, but if you two are going to play up and down all day..!" 


Markus blushed, grinning. "We are sorry for keeping you from going up." Setting a still giggling Kai back onto 
the floor, the two stood quietly until the doors opened on their floor, darting out and crashing into the wall as 
hysterics took over. Markus grabbed Kai's arm, leading him down the hall and stopping in front of his room, 
fishing in his back pocket for the key card. Kai's arms wrapped around him from behind, one hand kneading his 
crotch, the other stroking his chest. Markus groaned, fumbling with the lock before opening the door, laughing 


when Kai propelled him inside. 


Markus let himself be pushed to the bed, falling face down with Kai on top of him, both of them rolling until 
somehow they ended up face to face, Markus leaning over Kai, hands pulling at clothes as lips met, teeth 
clashing as tongues ravaged each other's mouth. "Wait, wait." Markus pushed himself up, grabbing Kai's hand 
and pulling him to his feet. Watching each other, they quickly stripped, Kai sighing when Markus’ cock sprang 
free of his jeans. Sitting on the edge of the bed, he wrapped his hand around it, grinning up at Markus and 
tugging him forward. 


Markus ran his fingers through Kai's hair and cupped the back of his head, groaning as the head and part of 
the shaft disappeared into the hot mouth, Kai's tongue licking and lapping, teasing down the shaft and then 
fluttering back up. Kai slid his mouth off the end of Markus cock, turning and crawling to the middle of the 
bed. "Come up here." Markus got on the bed, laying down in the center and leaning back on the pillow. Kai 


grinned. "Ja, there..." 


Straddling Markus’ legs, Kai bent over and took his cock back in his mouth. Markus gathered the fall of red 
hair, holding it back and watching as Kai's mouth moved over his cock, lips tight as they slid down the shaft 
until his face was pressed against Markus’ groin, the head of his cock slipping easily into Kai's throat. Markus 
groaned, tugging Kai's hair as he sucked up the shaft, flicking his tongue over the underside and then curling it 
round the head, fucking him with his mouth. Kai's hands teased over Markus’ thighs, one slipping between and 
lifting his balls, rolling them with those short, strong fingers and holding them so they filled his palm. 


Kai picked his head up. "You taste good." 


Markus grinned. "And you have been practicing.” 
Kai lowered his head and lapped at Markus’ balls. "I want to blow you, but | need you to fuck me first" 
Markus hissed. "Climb on" 


Kai crawled up Markus’ body, straddling his hips and reaching behind himself to hold Markus' cock steady. 


Markus frowned. "Don't you need..?" 


Kai shook his head. "Nein | like when it hurts a little." Kai lowered himself, moaning when the wet tip of Markus’ 


cock pressed against him. 
"Well, it looks that you two have kissed and made up." 
Kai closed his eyes, freezing above Markus. Markus groaned, dropping a hand over his eyes. "Andi..." 


Andi snorted, crossing the room and grabbing the chair from in front of the desk, spinning it around and 
dropping down onto it, spreading his legs and rubbing his cock. "Don't mind that | am here. | will find something 
to entertain myself with." The sound of a zipper was very loud in the still room. 


Kai grinned, lowering his body and pressing down, biting his lip as the thick head of Markus’ cock spread him 
open, letting out a gasp when it popped inside. Markus arched up, pushing more of cock into Kai, groaning when 
Kai dropped down to meet him, burying his cock balls deep in one long thrust. 


A quiet moan from behind them made Kai shudder, sitting still for a moment and allowing his body to adjust 
around Markus’ cock Placing his hands on the broad chest, he lifted, clenching his ass tight as he drew up the 
shaft, relaxing as he lowered back down. Markus put his hands on Kai's hips, raising and lowering him as he 


started to ride his cock. 


Andi couldn't take it anymore. Toeing his shoes off, he pulled his shirt over his head, standing and shoving his 
jeans down as he stumbled to the bed. Kicking the jeans aside, he joined the others, kneeling next to Markus and 
wanking his cock again, bending slightly forward when Markus’ fingers slid over his hip and down the cleft of 
his ass. Andi tangled his free hand in Kai's hair, turning his head and moving closer to kiss him hard, groaning 
into Kai's mouth as Markus slid a finger inside him. 


Andi moved closer to Markus, carefully raising his leg over him and straddling his chest, inching down until he 
could wrap his hand around Kai's cock as well, wanking both of them, Markus groaning as Kai cried out and 
tightened around him, rising and falling faster on his cock as he thrust into Andis hand. Markus added a second 
finger to Andis arse, fucking him with short, quick jabs. Andi throwing his head back and pumping his hips to 
meet the thick fingers and then pushing forward to rub his cock against Kai's. 


Kai felt the first stirrings of orgasm, his balls tightening as he braced his hands on Andi's shoulders, slamming 


his arse up and down on Markus’ cock, seeking Andi's mouth again as he felt the tension creep up his spine. 
Markus was in the most pleasurable hell, his cock trapped in a grasping, twisting, sucking heat that tugged and 
pulled, convulsed and clung, dragging his come high in his balls. Gritting his teeth, he fought to keep from losing 
the battle, wanting to wait until the men writhing on top of him were at the verge as well. Andi's whole body 
was shaking, his cock throbbing in his hand, the heat and softness of Kai's rubbing against him, the long fingers 
roughly fucking his arse were bringing him close. The thrust of Kai's tongue into his mouth combined with the 
hard thrust of his hips and the feel of thick wet heat spreading over his hand as Kai came made him cry out, 
arching his back and coming as well, his come splashing over his hand and combining with Kai's. Markus 
bellowed, ramming his fingers deep and lifting his hips from the bed, grinding against Kai's arse as his seed 
burst from his cock, bathing the spasming walls around it, his hips jerking with each shot of come. Shaking, 
trembling and still feeling the last shivers running through them, the three collapsed in a panting, sweat and 


come covered pile. 

Andi was the first to move, falling over to the side and hissing when Markus slid his fingers from his arse. 
Rolling onto his back, he stretched out on the bed, grabbing a corner of the mussed blankets and wiping the 
come off his chest. Kai lifted himself off Markus cock, rolling over and laying on the other side of the bed, 
groaning softly. Markus tucked his hands behind his head. "Worn out already?" 

Andi snorted. "You did not do anything but lay there." 

Kai nodded. "Andi is right, we did all the work" 

Markus grinned. "Is not my fault you are both old men" 

Kai opened one eye and glared at him. "fifteen minutes and | show you old” 

Andi grumbled as he swung around and sat up. "Twenty, | need a drink" 

Both Markus and Kai propped themselves up and watched Andi's arse as he walked over to the mini bar, 
whistling and hooting when he bent over the small fridge. Andi laughed, wiggling his arse at them. "Animals." 
Grabbing a bottle of water, he turned and raised an eyebrow. 


"Beer." Andi rolled his eyes at Markus. 


Kai jabbed his elbow in Markus’ ribs. "Do not think you are going to get drunk and pass out. Water, please, 
Andi." 


Markus grunted, taking the beer from Andi as he returned to the bed. "Oh | do not plan on it" 
Andi leaned against him, passing a bottle of water over to Kai. "And what do you plan on?" 


Markus sat up, grinning, looking like the world's biggest kid with an unlimited supply of cookies. "I plan on 
watching you fuck Kai.” 


Kai's face lit up like he'd stolen half the supply. "Ok! This is good!" 

Andi snorted. "And do | get an opinion in this?" 

Kai's face fell. "Is it not something you think would be fun?" 

"Oh, | think it will be fun, but what is he going to do?" Andi inclined his head at Markus. 

Markus snorted. "| am going to get my dick sucked" 

Kai propped himself up on his elbows. "By who?" 

Markus gave him a smug grin. "By you," he rolled his head over, now grinning at Andi, "and you." 
Andi arched an eyebrow. "You think this is so?" 

Markus gave a firm nod. "Jal" 


Andi reached over and wrapped his hand around Markus’ cock, stroking it slowly, teasing the head and then 
taking the shaft back in hand and giving it several pumps. Kai's hand cupped Markus’ balls, rolling them in his 
palm and then closing his fingers around, massaging them gently. Markus groaned, watching as his cock 
thickened and started to rise. Reaching down, he took a cock in each hand, coaxing them back to life, Andi rolling 
his hips to push lazily into Markus’ strong fingers, Kai's thrusts faster and rougher, demanding a firmer grip. 


Leaning over Markus, Kai kissed Andi, drawing his tongue into his mouth and sucking, pushing his tongue 
forward to lick the roof of Andi's mouth, grunting against his lips. Kai lay back on the bed, spreading his legs 
and motioned Andi to him. Crawling over Markus, Andi positioned himself between Kai's legs, looking down at the 
eager redhead, the strong body practically vibrating under him. Markus got to his knees, moving to kneel next 


to Kai's head. 


Andi grinned down at Kai, waiting until the redhead lifted his legs and rested his calves on Andi's shoulders. 
Guiding his cock to Kai's hole, and raised an eyebrow, waiting for Kai's enthusiastic nod before giving a hard 
thrust of his hips, burying his cock in Kai's ass in one stab. Kai moaned, his legs dropping to wrap around 
Andis waist. Markus moved closer, taking his cock in his hand and rubbing it against Kai's lips, moaning as he 
opened his mouth and sucked the head inside. 


Andi leaned forward, licking the shaft of Markus’ cock as he began fucking Kai, long, slow strokes in and out of 
his ass, the two of them sharing Markus’ cock, licking it like a flesh lollipop, tongues tangling and wrestling over 
the head. Markus rested his hand on Andi's head, letting the two of them playfully fight over his cock, being 
sucked into Kai's mouth while Andi lapped the base of the shaft, switching around and feeling Andi take him 
deep while Kai sucked and licked his balls. 


Andis cock picked up the pace, fucking Kai harder and deeper, his balls slapping against his arse. Kai tightened 
his legs, gripping Andis cock with his ass, growling around the head of Markus‘ cock and chasing Andi's tongue, 
the two of them trying to share a kiss with the head in between, Markus hissing and thrusting his hips, trying 
to slip his cock into one of those hot, sucking mouths. 


Kai rolled his hips up, changing the angle of Andis cock so that each thrust into his ass slid the thick shaft 
over his prostate, running his tongue down Markus’ shaft and nipping and sucking the fleshy sac, licking back up 
to meet Andis tongue at the tip and fighting him for each burst of precum that oozed from the slit. 


Seconds, minutes, hours -- no one had any idea how long had passed, all feeling and focus centered into the 
sensation of fucking and being fucking, of sucking and licking and tasting until the urgency was so great it all 
flowed together into a single mass of heat and desire, until every stroke was one more than they thought 
they could stand, every lick or suck a sweet agony that bordered on pain 


Andis hips pounded against Kai, his movements jerky and rough, his lips pulled back in a grimace as he bared 
his teeth and groaned, stiffening and coming hard into the soft vise wrapped around his cock. Kai's cry was 
muffled by Markus’ cock in his mouth, his own cock twitching, his come splashing onto his stomach, his body 
jerking under Andi. Markus threw back his head, bellowing his release, filling Kai's mouth with his seed 


Andi dropped down onto Kai, forcing his still weakly spurting cock deeper, covering Kai's mouth with his as 
Markus pulled his cock free. Forcing his tongue into Kai's mouth, Andi swiped it around, gathering some of 
Markus' come and pulling it back into his mouth, Kai's tongue chasing his and taking it back, the two sharing 


the thick seed until nothing was left. Andi grinned as he lifted his head, both men smacking their lips and 
turning to laugh at a very smug looking Markus. 


Andi lifted himself off of Kai, easing his softening cock from his ass. Markus winked at him, Andi snorting and 
the two of them bending over the supine body of the redhead and lapping the come from his stomach and 
chest, making him squirm and giggle, not stopping until every drop had been lapped from his flesh, Markus 
grabbing Kai and pulled him over toward the side of the bed and climbed over him, guiding Andi to his other 
side before stretching out and wrapping an arm around each, sighing happily as they both curled around him, 
laying their heads on his chest. 


Kai rolled his eyes at Andi. "He thinks he is good" 

Markus snorted. "| am good" 

Andi lifted his hand and made a back and forth motion, winking at Kai. 

Kai burst out laughing, tilting his head back to look up at the scowling bassist. "Ah, he is not bad" 
Andi nodded. "He does ok." 


The ringing phone made all of them groan, Markus stretching to reach it. "Ja?" He listened for a few moments 


and then busted out laughing. "Ja, ja, wait, | will ask" Andi and Kai both looked at him, their faces puzzled. 
Markus forced himself under some sort of control, trying to speak between snorts. "Weiki wants to know if he 


should get two pillows." 
Andi looked more confused than before, his frown deepening when Kai began spouting loud curses in German 
and English, Markus laughing so hard he had tears running down his face. Taking the phone from Markus’ hand, 


Andi lifted it to his ear, hearing the familiar snortgiggle on the other end. "Someone will explain this to me?" 


Kai snatched the phone from his hand, turning and banging it down on the cradle, setting Markus off again 
Glaring, Kai dropped his head back onto Markus’ chest. 


Sometimes he really, really didn't like Weiki much. 


